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Author's Notes: 
If you haven't watched this soundcheck or this interview yet, you're missing out ;) 


This is specifically written about Geddy's "Big Unit", the Moog/Oberheim custom hybrid machine, which | have 
spent far too long analyzing and am regretting all my choices in life that have led me to this point. You don't 
want to know how many times | sat on my piano trying to work out the physics here. As always, this is fake 


and made up and | do not care about what "actually" "happened". Also, should go without saying: don't fuck on a 
synth. Without further ado, some porn: 


"IFs just so beautiful," Geddy says, running a hand across the top panel. 


"Yeah, give it a nice stroke," Alex says from where he's lounging in the corner chair with the instruction 
manual. 


"So many knobs," Geddy says. He tentatively turns a knob, this way and that. 


"Yeah, you like to tug the knobs?" Alex asks, flipping to the next page. 


"Listen. | can't," Neil says from the floor. "I can't help you with this if you're going to keep doing that, Alex." 
"Hey, l'm just reading the instruction manual," Alex says. 
"No more innuendo or l'm going to solder all the wires together." 


"Don't break my new machine," Geddy says, a little distressed. "This is the only thing I'm ever going to care 
about again" 


"Oh, Neil, bad news, this thing is warning me that if we do any custom modifications we'll void the warranty," 


Alex says. 
"If it breaks, we'll just buy him another one," Neil says. 


"And go through all this work again? No thanks." Alex closes the manual and tosses it aside. "Ged, you gotta 
start playing with cheaper equipment.” 


"Never," Geddy says. He still hasn't taken his eyes off the panel. 

"What | don't understand," Neil says, sitting up and pulling his hand out of the back of it, "is that we have all 
this money, and obviously they're willing to sponsor you, so why don't you just ask them to build you the 
custom thing?" 

"| like the personal touch," Geddy says. 

"You sure do," Alex says. 

“Alright! That's it!" Neil stands up and dusts off the front of his pants. "I'm out of here." 


"Aw, come on, he set me up for it," Alex says. 


"No, | mean, I'm done with the wires. We can plug it in and test it," Neil says. "But then I'm leaving. You two 
need a time-out." 


"Sorry," Alex says, not feeling very sorry at all 


Neil closes up the back panel and plugs it in. "Play something," he says, and Geddy does, experimenting with a 
few of the knobs. 


"Nice job with the wiring, Neil," Alex says. There's no fuzz at all 


"Thanks. | work best stressed and under duress," Neil says with a frown. 


"Its perfect" Geddy sounds like he's about to cry. "I love it" 
"Thank you, thank you," Neil says. "As long as nothing else needs to be soldered, | will take my leave" 
"| have a thing or two," Alex says. "If you want to stay" 

"| really don't" Neil gathers up his extension cord and books it out of the room. 

"Aw," Alex says. "He never wants to stay" 

"Hmm?" Geddy asks, finally tearing his eyes away from the top panel. "I wasn't listening” 

"| know," Alex says. He adjusts himself unsubtly. "So are you going to fuck the synth, or what?" 


Geddy bites his lip as he turns around, staring at Alex. His jeans are bulging. "I'm not going to fuck the synth, 
Lerxst," he says. 


"Oh?" 

"You're going to fuck me, on the synth." 

"Oh," Alex says. "| thought you'd never ask" 

Geddy moves his hips a little, rubbing his ass on the keys. The thing's still on and a discordant F-F#-G rings 
out. Alex leans forward to grab his backpack off the floor and takes his time digging through it, letting Geddy 
be impatient and twitchy. When he finds what he's looking for, he lifts his head and winks. 

"Luckily | don't have to go back up to the house," he says, waving the travel-sized lube bottle. 


Geddy laughs, a deranged little giggle, and licks his lips. "Lucky indeed." 


Alex swings his legs off the arm of the chair where they've been hanging for the past hour, sitting up and 
stretching out. 


Across the room Geddy is hastily unbuttoning his jeans. "Need some room to breathe," he explains, eyes wide 
behind his giant glasses. 


"Didn't realize you were such a slut for the keys," Alex says. 


"Not the keys, it's all the buttons and the-ah-the knobs," Geddy says, pulling his cock out of his briefs. He's 


already hard. His ass plays another tuneless chord. 


Alex stands up and walks across the room. Geddy acting like a lunatic over new equipment is honestly his 


kryptonite. "You're a freak," Alex says, closing in on him. 
"And you're the freak who likes it" Geddy's grinning, a drop of sweat trickling down his face. 


"I am the freak who likes it," Alex says. He grinds into Geddy, the front of his jeans rubbing up against Geddy's 
knuckles where he's rubbing himself. "Move your ass a little, play something else," he says, and as Geddy does 
he turns one of the effects knobs, a funky wah echoing out of the amp. 


Alex drops his face onto Geddy's, pushing his tongue in between Geddy's teeth. He lets the up and down of 
Geddy's hand outside his jeans work him up so he starts to strain the fabric. He grabs at Geday's shirt, 
reaches his hand up his back, rakes his fingernails down Geddy's spine the way he knows Geddy likes, and lets 
his other hand drop down to the keyboard, playing whatever he can find-Dm], that's fine-a little moody but it 


works. 
"Ungh," Geddy says into Alex's mouth. 
"Yeah?" Alex asks him, breaking away so he can move down Geddy's body. 


"Oh!" Geddy says as Alex pushes his shirt up and starts sucking on his nipple, then drops to his knees. Alex 
gets Geddy's jeans the rest of the way down his legs, makes sure they're tidy and they're not going to trip 
him when they finish, and then turns his attention to Geddy's cock, licking a line up the length of it. Geddy 


melts backwards into the control panel. 


Alex gets down to business, impatient for what's next. He squeezes Geddy's ass as he sucks him, then reaches 
down to the floor where he's dropped the bottle of lube and gets a squirt on his hand. From the way Geddy 
reacts when Alex gets his finger in his hole, Alex is worried he's going to decapitate the controls from the 
keys and negate all of Neil's hard work with the soldering iron. Geddy slaps his hands down onto the keyboard 


and it's not even recognizable as music at this point. "Careful," Alex says around the cock in his mouth. 
"Hurry up, fuck," Geddy says, squeezing Alex's shoulders with his knees. 


"Bossy," Alex says. He pulls off, pulls his finger out, uses Geddy's hips to pull himself up to standing. Then, just 
to be obnoxious, he sticks his tongue into Geddy's mouth, kissing him deeply, letting Geddy taste himself. 


"Fuck off, nasty," Geddy says as he pulls away, but he's smiling, unable to hold a poker face for more than a 


second. 
"Turn around, then," Alex says, making sure his hand's slick enough. 


"Finally," Geddy says, and he turns around, cock on the keyboard and hands on either side of the control panel. 
He fiddles with one of the knobs and the E his cock is playing starts reverberating around the room. 


Alex pushes his finger back into Geddy, second finger right behind. He's so glad he had the foresight to bring 
the lube with him today. Geddy's tilting his ass back into Alex's hand, impatient and hungry for it. Alex works 
him open, and then reaches his other hand down to get his own pants off, kicking them off his legs to get 
them out of the way. He doesn't need much to get himself hard. 


His third finger slips in, and Alex leans forward, kissing the nape of Geddy's neck. Geddy whines underneath him 
and Alex can see that he's making a mess on the keyboard. Alex hopes this doesn't void the warranty. 


"You ready?" he asks, rubbing his face on Geddy's. 

"Yes," Geddy hisses, arching his neck, his hair tickling the front of Alex's throat. 

Alex lubes himself up and pushes in slowly. Every inch is punctuated by Geddy hitting high notes previously 
unheard of, his hands white-knuckling on either side of the control panel. Alex runs his hands up and down 


Geddy's back and chest, then gets his fingers tangled up in Geddy's hair as he starts to thrust. 


The synth creaks with every movement. Alex worries it's going to collapse under them, but what Geddy wants, 


Geddy gets, and anyway, breaking the synth on the first day it's usable would be pretty fucking funny. 


Their thrusting is playing an interesting pattern on the E key, so Alex hits one of the sequencer buttons, 
starts it looping. "Fuck, Alex, yes," Geddy moans, and Alex wishes he had a mic on him so he could loop that 


too. 


Alex reaches his hand around to grab Geddy's cock and finds himself greeted with a hand full of sticky. Its all 
over the keys and the knobs, too. "Holy fuck," he whispers into Geddy's ear. 


"Shut up," Geddy says back. "Harder." He pushes his ass back into Alex's hips. 


There's a weird bit of feedback coming from the amp, so Alex turns down the wah and adjusts the volume. It 
doesn't really help. Oh well, he thinks, thrusting a little harder and faster. 


"Fuck," Geddy says, and his voice pitches higher as he yells. There's a creak coming from underneath him and 
Alex feels the control panel start to buckle. 


Alex feels himself pulsing into Geddy, filling him up, and he moans into Geddy's neck, biting him gently to mute 
himself. Geddy yelps and comes, smacking his hand down onto the keys. It would be a nice chord if it weren't 
for the screech coming out of the amp and the sound of something shorting out inside the cabinet. 


With a final sickening crunch, the control panel separates from the keyboard and careens to the floor. The 
awful racket they've been making is silenced, and all Alex can hear is the wet slap of his hips against Geddy's 


ass and the mournful wail coming from Geddy's mouth. 


"You broke it," Geddy says, panting. "You fucking broke it" 


"You're the one who broke it, stupid," Alex says. "| told you the mods would void the warranty." 

"Do you think it's fixable?" 

Its so cute that Geddy's worried about the synth at a time like this, Alex thinks. He squeezes Geddy's waist, 
pulling out slowly, everything aching in a good way as he does. Geddy's ass is dripping. It's disgusting and 
delicious, all at once. "| think you're hosed," he says. 


"Oh, fuck, my big unit," Geddy says, and Alex isn't sure if he means his cock or the synth. 


"We'll buy another one," Alex says, betting on the latter. He lays down on the ground, fumbling around for 
something to use as a towel. He doesn't really want to use his jeans. 


"| don't want another one, | want this one," Geddy says petulantly. He joins Alex on the floor, crawling on top of 
him, and plants his mouth on Alex's. 


Alex curls his fingers into Geddy's hair, arching his back and kissing him deeply. They lay like that for a while, 
letting their sweat mingle together as they kiss. 


"You think Neil will fix the wiring tomorrow?" Geddy asks from where he's slumped over Alex, using Alex's 
body to protect his sensitive skin from the crunchy carpet. 


"Maybe once he's done murdering us," Alex says, giving Geddy a gentle shove. Geddy's always heavier than 
Alex expects him to be, and he's currently got his thigh squishing one of Alex's nuts. "Get off me." 


"No," Geddy says, all sweet and innocent. "He won't murder both of us, anyway." 


"Just you, since you're the most replaceable," Alex says, loving the way Geddy's face turns immediately sour. 


"We could get three people, pay them each a third what we pay you, itll be fine.” 
"Stop it," Geddy says. "You're ruining the mood." 
"Say you love me," Alex says, kissing up at him. 


"No, you broke my favorite machine," Geddy says. He sucks on Alex's chest, making a nasty little circle bruise 


right in the middle of it. 


"All you care about is synths this and sequencers that," Alex says. He cards his fingers through Geddy's hair, 
rolling a lock of it up into a twist. He gives it a tug. "Stop giving me hickeys." 


"| won't," Geddy says. "This is your punishment." 


Alex takes it like a man, watching Geddy plant bruise after bruise on him. "You know," he says, trying to keep 
his neck still as Geddy sucks on it. "You were technically the one who broke it. | kept all my gunk inside you." 


"Fuck-shut the fuck up," Geddy says. Alex pulls his fingers out of Geddy's hair and slides one into Geddy's 
mouth. Geddy bites down with a frown. "Is that the finger you just had in my ass?" he asks. 


"Sure is," Alex says. 
"Ugh," Geddy says, rolling off Alex and onto the floor. "You're disgusting.’ 
"You love it," Alex says. 


Geddy snuggles up into the crook of Alex's arm and stares forlornly at the remains of his synth. "I can't 


believe we already broke it," he says. 

‘| can," Alex says. "We're idiots, it was bound to happen one way or another. 

"I just hoped I'd get more than one session out of it," Geddy says. 

"You didn't get a single session out of it," Alex says, and then raises an eyebrow. "Unless-" 
"Oh, shut up," Geddy says fondly. "You know what | meant" 

"Do |?" 


Geddy turns around and kisses him with some finality. "I love you. Now help me clean it up and put it back 
together before Neil really does murder us," he says. 


Alex smiles, and does as he's told. 


